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The Trigedic 

Ifeacr he hiue«rife,let her be made 
As mifcrable by the death ofhmi| 

As lam made by my poorc Lord and thee. 

Game now towards Chcrticy with your holy load 
Taken from Panics to be interred there : 

And ftill as you are a wearicof the waight, 

*cftyou whiles I lament King Htnrics coaric. 

UnterGhfier, 

Glo. Stay you that bearcthc coarle, and fettt downcj 
La. ^hatblackemagitiaaconiurcsvp this fiend 
To flop denoted charitable dccdsi 
Gl», Villainc,fetdowncthccoarrc,orbySaintPauI, 

lie make a coarfc of him that difobeyes. 

CeM. MyLord ftandbackcandictfhecoffinpaire. 

Glo. Vnmanerd dog, (land thou when I Command; 
AduanccthyHalbcrthigherthcn inybodl. 

Or by Saint Paul lie ftrike thee to my foote, 

And fpurnc vpon thee begger for thy boldncs. 

La. What do you tremble, are you all afraidc I 
Alas, I blamcyou not for you arc mortail, 

And mortail eyes cannot endure the diuclf. 

Auantthoudrcadfuilminiftcrofhcll, 

Thou hadft but power oner his mortallbodic, 

His foule thou canll not haue,thcrcfore be gone. 

Glo. Sweet Saintfor charitie,be not fo curft. 

La. foule diue),for Gods fake hence and trouble vs not, 
For thou hdu inidc the hippie earth thy hell • 

^Id it with curfing cries, and dcepccxclaimcs, 
if thou delight to viewthy hainous deeds^ 

Behold this patterne of thy butcheries. 

Oh Gcatlemen fee, fire dead Henries wounds^ 

Open their congeald mouths and bleed afrcih. 

Blufb, blulb, thou lumpcoffoulcdeformitic, 

For tis thy prefcnccthat exhales this blood 
Froni cold and cmptic vcyncs w here no blood dwcis. 

Taiy deed inhumane and vnnaturall, 

Prouokes this dcludgc mod vnnaturall 

Oh God, which this blood madfl, reu^nge bis death; 

Oh earth whtch this blood drinkft, rcDcnges his death: 

.a.fhcfhcaacR with lightning ftri ‘ ‘ 
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of Richard the third. 

Orcarth gape open wide, and cate him quicke, i 

^sthoudoeft fwallowc vp this good kings blood, 
f^rnich his. Hcl-goucrnd armc hath butchered. 

Glo. Ladic,you know no rules of charitie, 

Which renders good for bad,bleflings for curfes, 

Za. rillannc,tbou ^nowll no law of, God nor man; 

No bead fo fierce, but knowes fonre touch of pittic. 

Glo. But I know none, and therefore am no bead. 
Z 4 . 0 h wondcrfull when deuilstcll the truth.’' 
el*. More wondcrfull when Angels arc fo angry, 
Vouchfafcdiumepcrfciftionofs woman, 

Ofthefe fuppofed cuilsto giue me Icaue, 

By circumftancc but to acquitc my fcife. 

La. rouchfafedefufed infcdion of a man. 

For rhefe knownccuilsjbuttogiuc me Icaue, 

By circumftancc to curie thy curfed fclfc. 

Glo, Fairer then tongue can name thee, let me haue 
Some patient Icifurc to cxcule my fclfc. 

La. Fouler then heart can thi nkc chcc,thou can ft make 
Nocxculc currant, but to hang thy fclfc. 

Glo. Byfuch.difpare/ftiouldaccufcmy fclfc. 

La. An^ by difparing ftiouldft thou Hand cxcufdc, 

For doing worthy vengeance on thy fclfc. 

Which didcft,vnworthy llaughfcrvpon others. 

Glo. Say that 1 flew them not. 

La. Why then they arc not dead: 

But dead they arr,anddiuelini flaueby thee. 

C 7 / 0. 1 didnotilill yourhusband. 

Z 4 . Why then be isaliuc. 

Glo, Niy, he is dead and flainc by Edwards hand» 

La. In thy foule throat thou lyeft. Quecnc Margret faw 
Thy bloodly faulchion fmoking in his blood, 

The which thou once didft bendagainft her bred, 

Hut that thy brother beat afidc the poynt. 

Glo. I was prouo^cd by her flandcrous to nguc 
W'hich laid their guilt vpon my guiltlcifc flioulders. 

La. Thou wad prouo/^cd by thy bloodie minde, 
which ncucr dreamt on oughcbut butchcryes. 

Didd thou not kill this king? Glo. I grant yec. 



